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GRANDPA NATHAN.

RESPECTFULLY INSCRIBED TO GEN. LES-
LIE COOMBS.

BY WILLIAM D. GALLAGHER.

L
By the beech and hiskory fire
Grandpe Nuthan sat st night,
With details of hing arml
And the news of many & fight.
When be lsid aside the paper,
Though its contents be bad told,
He was plied with many questions,
By the young sad by the old.
t's s was the most infernal,
(Grandpa Nathan made reply,)
But the Legions of the Union
Boon will crush {1 out, or die!
7] only had the vigor
Of just twealy year 8go,
How I'd leap inte my saddle!
How 1'd fiy to mest the foel

.
Nasale Hardiu, dosrest dnnghter,
There's & spirit now sbroad,
That's skin to whalsoever
Is st enmity with God.
It has wroaght upes & portioa
OF the peopls of the land,
Till they almost think they're boaost
In the treason they have plann'd,
It has strock the vea with rapine,
It bas tinged its shores with blood,
And it rolls and sarges faland
Like u desolaticg Soed.
Lt has rent the nesrest kindrod —
E'wn the mother and the son;
But as God's a God of Justice,
Its career will soon be rus.

.
Thers's & eamp In Wickliffe's meadow,
Lass than vighteen miles away—
John, st yoor age, | cosld make it
Twice Ytwixt now and break of day:—
Fill your baggy op with baskets,
Fill sach basket to the brim,
Eweep the pantry of its choicest,
Till the shelves are loan and slim;
Take a jug or twn of apple,
Fot thess chill November dumpa
Oft beaumb the weary ssatriss,
As they guani the slesping campe;
Drive the get of old Sarpedon—
For the glory of his sires,
He will make the cnmp at Wickliffe
Era they stir the moraing fires.

w.
Tell the soidier of Keatocky,
And the soldier from almoad,
Who lins come 1o fight the battls
Of his country and his God—
Tell thewn ose who oa the Wabash
Fought with [laviess when he fall,
And who bled n1 Meigs, whers Dudley
Met the painted bosts of hell—
(ae who foaght with [Tart at Raisin,
And with Johnswon on the Thames,
And with Jackson st New Orleans,
Where we won immonal names,
Lands them from his chimney comer
Boch fair greeting us be may,
With a few small creature comforts
For this drear November day.

V.
Tell them he has waiched this quarrel
From its outbreak nntil sow;
And, with hand upoa his beant-beat,
And God" light apon his brow,
He invokes their troest mashoed,
The fall prowess of their youth,
In this bautle of the Nation
For the right and for the trath.
Tell them ove whose years are sinking
To the quiet of the grave,
Thos enjoins each valiant spirit
That would scom to be a stave:
*By the toil and bleed yoor futhers
In the enuse of Freedom spent;
By the memory of yoor mothees,
And the ooble sid they Jent;—

VI.
By the blessings Ged bas shower
On this birth-right of the fres,:
Give 1o Heaven a reversat spirit,
Bend to Hearsa a willing knes,
Asnd in sileace, 'mid the pagees
Of the kymn and of the prayer,
To the God of Hests appesling,
By the God of Batties swesr—
Bwear 1o rally round the standard
With our Nation that was bom,
With its stam of world.wide glovy,
Axnd lts stripes that sone muy scorn!
Swoez to figit the fight forced on us,
While 2z armed foe stire abread;
Bwaar to fight the fight of Freedom,
Of the Uniou, and of Ged!™

VIL
Ah! be drives the young Sarpedon—
Drives the son of noble sires—
And ba'll make the camp st Wisklife's,
Erv they boild the moming fives. [~
Do you know, child, | am prender
Of the spirit of your boy,
Thas of any other grandsen
That &'er bronght his mether joy?
And s now, good Wesnle Hardin,
For the night you'd best retive;
As for ms, my child, 'm wakefal,
Asd I atill sit by the fire,
Clér-y ulliainiﬂ:'th.
the Walmah and Thames,
Where the prowess of
W en imperishable names!

VIIL
1 mus sos the eump =t WiekNth's—
Nunaie, you as well caa go;
1 mas mingle with the saldises
Who bave eome to mest sur foe.
T most talk to them of banlss
By the raaks of freedom won,
Aad of note of vuler
And of desds of daring dene.
“lﬂlﬂlﬂ-hlﬁm
mu:u—mgﬂ,
—Formy wpirit now sarveys them,
Asu shayt that is naroll'de
And I'Y show tham in the misser
OF the elends and of the skiss,
Where the beets of
And the fiag of glory fiee,

IX.
MIHI.“,[-“..
And & comfort bere 2ad thers,
And from my good bed 1ad warimbe
Surip whatever [ can spase;
.‘ﬁhﬂh*g“
And lot all the seighbors know
What they nsed, the apen who shiald them
From the fary of the fos,
Be wp onrly ln the
Ask of oll what they will ssud
T the camp in Wicklifh's meadew,
Where each soldier is & friend.

-{ woods aad soupding “‘rap

"Twere a sin, whilst there Is pleaty,
(Lot ur never foel the taunth

That the Lagions of the Unioa,
Beaving danger, were ia wunt.

xX.
Write a2 cace to Hatty Bholby,
And—(or both of them ure there—
Bead & line to Alice Dudley,
And & word for Rath Adair;
Then io-merrow write to Doreas,
And spon to Mollie Todd: -
Bay they've work new for their cosntry,
For their freedom aad their God;
Asd if osly balf the spirit
That their mother bad s thelrs,
There'll ba rapid work with needles,
And sharp rammaging up-stairs.
Oh, it stirs the bloed of seventy,
Wheresotver it yurvives,
Just to toschr the chain of memory
Of the old Kentucky wives'

X1
In & day or two—at farthest,
Whea the présent rain is done—
You and [ will take the varrings,
With the risiag of the sun,
Asd we'll spend & day or longer
With the scldiers In their camps,
‘Tuking siores that best may shinld them
From the chill Novamber damps.
Oh, [l choor them an to battle—
And I'l stir each lofty sanl,
Ax | palut the fislds of honor,
Where the drams of glory roll !
And 17 bid them never fakter,
While there's treason still abrosd,
Ln this battle of the Nation
For our Union and for God.

XiL
Ome who foaght spon the Wabash,
By Jos Daviess when he fell,

And who bled at Meigs with Dudley,
Where we mot the bosts of hell—
One who fosght with Hart at Raisin,

And with Jobason on the Thames,
And with Jackion af New Orleans,
Where we won immortal namas—
Will be listened Lo with patience,
By the heroes now st hand,
Who bave rushed on o oar rescoe,
In this peril of the land.
By the memory of our Fathers,
By the Brave, and by the Just,
This Rebellion shall be vanquishd,
Thoagh each traitor bite the dast?

s
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HOW I TOLD MY LOVE.

A THRILLING ADVENTURE.

Oh, the glories of a sleigh ride in the
sparkling, bracing air of a Cana.lian Win-
ter! Thesky clear and exhilarating—
keenly bright, but with a different degree
of lucidity from that of a bright Summer’s
day. Broad, expanding plains—the city
receding behind us, as the horses, leaping
onward to the music of the chiming bells,
make for the broad, boundless country.
The fir forests are claspad in a shadowy,
ghostly slumber. Far away on our right
are those pathless funeral groves where
the wolves congregate in hundreds. To
the left lies a ridge of hills sloping down
to the river, which is locked ap in the
iron manacles ‘of the Wiater King.—
Ahead, and right before us—whither we
are bound—over waste, and plain, and
clearing—lies a sungly sheltered village,
the head-quarters of the *lamberer” and
the voyageur. Our destination is mnot
quite so far.

Thissaid destination ia a broadly spread,
low-lying farmstead, with its almost num-
berless “out-houses, consisting of cattle-
sheds and dairies, corn-stores, roofing for
Winter fodder, wood stacks, and other
concomitants surronnding the dwelling,

exchanged no confidence as yet on a sub-
ject very near to my heart. -~

We were bound to  merry sleighing
pujtzu:: Windy-gap Farm—ostensibly
toa upon a vast scale, which accounts
for my two rifles and smmunition lying
in the sleigh, and for the noble deerhound,
the h;}lid "i::(i’ridul,” who bad curled
up ly at our feet, and aided
to hoph:gn' wittn. I had known her
brother—a young officer in the Canadian
Rifles—had killed *“bar” at the *Salt-
licks”’ with him; had met Lota and her
family on board a Bt. Lawrence steamer,
and was now a guest at their house, en-
{:'yii'ng their frank and bounteous hospi-

Y. .
“Huorrsh I' ' Throogh the keen, sono-
rous air, sleigh and horses bound along !
“Oling—eclang I"" ' go the shiming bells.
“Crick—crack I"* goes the long-thonged
whip, with & sharp, cheery significance.
My “Madawass Cariole,” a sleigh which
is the perfection of locomotion, is not
more perfeetion than the fiery steeds, with
their sinews of elastic ateel, which I drive.
Driving sleigh-tandem is the easiest
thing in the world, when you are used to
i, 1 was & member of the “Tandem
Clob,” and reckoned a crack hand, of
coarse. 1 exnlted in my skill now, as I
bore my rosy compsaion through the air,
and the whip went *‘crick—erack 1" like
a double-barrel going off, and the sweet
bells sung and chimed. “Oh! sweet
echoes of far distant wedding bells,”” 1
thought—and the crisp snow was split
and shattered into diamonds under the
grinding of the hoofs and the attrition of
the “‘runners;”” with an exhilaration 1
could not repress, I gave a vigorons
*burrah I”” which conveyed itself to Lota,
wrapped up in the moose and hear skins,
and warm =8 a toast., A sweet, girlish
laogh echoed my exulting shout.

“You appear to enjoy this, Mr. Har-
ding I'’ sbe said,

“IfIdon't—."" “Crick—crack!” fill-
ed op the hiatus. What a pair of beanties!
Pho:bus Apollo mever drove their like
down the steeps of Heaven! The wily
Ithacan never *“‘raised”’ snch cattle when
he cleared the stables of Rhesns of his
horsea! *Crick—erack !"” and the horses
neigh and toss their arching necks, and
the bells are chiming and tinkling, and
the mad, exnlting rosh up-lifts one like
wine.

I remark to myself, that the sky has
deepened into an intense, still darkening
bluoe—darkening with astrange, unearthly,
tenebions inkiness, becoming a coming
snow-storm. No matter—*Windy-gap”
is right a-head, and the welcome lights
will blaze ont of the casements soon, for
the afternoon is wearing.

On we go—but I do not see them yet;
and yet—but no—it’s all right !

“Are you warm—quite snug, dear

ward, wailing like a death. ui——s pro-
longed, awful, groaning diseordance—
over the white, gleaming snow; and then
it died away.

The horses halted, trembling; only the
shivering tinkle of the bella broke the
E:’i“h silence that fell like an eclipse over

“What is that?” asked Lots, ‘in a
shuddering whisper, as sh# clutched my

arm.
I listened. *It is the wind sighing
and dying away in the pine forest,’” I

snsweted.

“Ard we do not near the forest,”
shesaid. “Hark! thereitisagain. Oh,
what—uwhat can it be 7"

Agnin the indeseribably hideons aad
lagubrions sound broke forth; clearer—
nearer. It increased; it multiplied; the
horrible crescendo, howling, lhrieking.
snd raving, was not that of the wind this
time.

“Mercifal God I” gasped Lota; *The
wolves !"

I never understoed till that moment
what the concentrated essence of literal,
deadly horror might mesn. I never ex-
Fariaucod the shock before, nor since; snd

have, in my honting excursions, faced
many a danger, and played out the game
manfally. To have lost the way was
terrible enough; but—the wolves !—and
Lota! An instant and I was numb and
domb.

It was true, however. The severity of
the weather, the migration or scarcity of
the animals on which these unclean crea+
tares preyed, had made their hunger »
raving, devouring madness. They were
encroaching on civilized territory, and
losing their nsual characteristio snd cra-
ven cowardice, were approaching the hab-
itations of men, haunting village and set-
tlement. Woe to those in their path|
As the infernal howl rose lingeringly
again, the horses darted away with a
shrill neigh of fear, and I guided them—
beginning to recover myself—in an op-
posite direction, while *Terror,”” my no-
ble hoand, stood up with every fang bared,
and every hair on end, waiting for the
enemy he had already sconted.

If my good horses had gone on so ad-
mirably at first, they sped off now like
arrows from the bow; for the madness of
fear added wings to their speed, as that
of hunger did to our panting pursners. I
was growing cold; Lota was pale but calm.
I felt prond of her, though it was certain
that if we escaped not speedily, the brutes
would run us down, and then, horror of
horrors, what a fate for Aer /

I had two rifles, a revolver, amunition,
aspear, and a wood hatchet, in the sleigh.
I conveyed my intentions to Lota., “Can
you load the weaponsgvith those cartridg-
es 7" I asked.

“Yes,"” was the answer; and she loaded

Lota 7’ said I, half torning to look at the/
rosy, ekquisite face peeping forth with o
mauch fortive coquetry from its encrade-
ment of white, cosy fars.

“0Oh, so comfortable ! she answered,
with a nestling movement, and & smile
which made my heart leap joyously up-
ward.

But my attention was called away to
the ing, crepuscular inkiness of the
sky. It was light, yet not day-light, but
bius-light—to coin & word; that wintry
hue of livid, darkening steel, always the

recusor of a fierce change in the weather.
is only made the long level plsin of
snow gleam with & lustre the more daz-
zling snd intense. I remarked this, but
with momentarily divided and wavering

all palissaded by zig-zag fenoces, as s0|sense.

many out works to protect the comfort-
able citadel. Within it, warm fires blaze
and sparkle from the huoge and odorous
logs crackling on the broad, bounteous
hearth. In the grest common chsmber,
raftersd and picturesqned as an antigoe
Gothie hall, are warm hearts and flashing
n__lnunhl men and f:i:d women i-n
ing maidens strepping
young h::sl:'l.wwho had just shaken the
snow off their furs at the portals. Despite
the stern yet musical baritone of the sing-
ing wind, as it goes by, stinging cheeks,
biting noses into purple, and meking the
tingle, shouts of mirth and |
rise above the boreal -blasts; and our leap-
ing sleigh, gliding—flyng along, rather
33‘;3}0{!&»& maosical bells, is
fast, fast approaching its terminus.
“In :.h.pm time,” asks the reader,
“who occupy this sleigh ?”” I hasten to
answer:

Finl', thére was your homble servant,
the narrator, Dick ﬁudmg by name, but
l&wmonthlhckfmulhebnh;ft:;
Isfs, with the “bar” in prospect, s
a fow of my personal items. Rather good
shot; can hit with wonder-
straight out from the shoulder;

od the béar in his o_ilpihhmqu fast-

pesass.
for f. Now for my com-
plfi::‘h‘d.; by my side,

up in rugs snd warm fars, is Lota d"Ar-

23 " rosy-Tipped, laaghing|
i S oy G o s

g?m?n ever u-:im :;M: upon.

Ihad never— (familiar as we had grown,
and I was ‘‘honest as the skin between
your brows,” as she she was, in fact,)—I
had never said “dear Lota before, and
the words were yet in mine ears like a
sweet old barthen. I loved her with all
my heart and soul, bat I pevertold it. I
yearned to tell ber s0 now; but I thought
it scarce fair—not ap to the mark of my
ulnhnod—ltn take what seemed an unfsir
sdvan was supposed to extend over
her. tllq:nguniqol:aly resolved to wait
—choking down the words—but not for
long.

Meantime, “Crick—erack !"” went the
long whip, and still “cling, clang I’ went

the chiming bells, and the horses held on | hoarss,

with splendid pace and unabated vigor;
but—where had - “Windy-gsp' gone to
all this time? for time was up, and we
should have been there by this.

“(Goodness I" exclaimed Lota, all at
once, “how strange the sky looks; we
shall have more snow—a beavy fall, too.”

I fear 80,”* I replied; “bat u’imperts,
we shall soon be oat of it.”

»We are very long, I fancy,” she con-
tinoed, reflectively; ave driven
there quicker than this before. Ob,

lay | Heaven I she cried, with the suddenness

of & revelation, “can we bave lost Zhe

r

The blank question with a hor-
rible jar 02 my most vivid nerves. Now
or never was the time to be guite cool.

“No, I think not,” I replied, with as-
sumed carelmsness; ““we shall come to our
lsndmark preseotly.” ;

«A clump of firs—an old mill, farther
on; yes,” she added, “I recollect; but we

Mis Boad, ‘nd uttered & low growl
&mp'w & ‘startled swerve just as
aly. A'straage, Ingabrious, but ap-
palling eamo all st onee from wind-

a “Fuoller” and a “Manton” with troe
hunter’s skill. I took one rifle—Ilooked
back—the pack was increasing. I fired,
and Lotaloaded; and one after another fell,
to be devonred by their ravenous com-
rades; and still the horses sped on.

The accarsed things were for all this
gaining ground. Doubts, fears, hopes,
tremblings were at my heart, as I torned
te the sweet girl, whose life or death were
all in all to me, and said:

“Lota! if we die together, remember
that I loved you—none dut you! 1 tell
you now, if I may never agamn.’

“Kill me first,”" she whi L |
:cr:o them.. You have my heart. Rich-

*{h, Lota | best beloved ! what a mo-
ment to confess; and I know mot if I feel
a pain or gladness most.”

*There sre now no secrets between us,"’
said Lots, smiling: *‘tske this rifle; give
me—the pistol; one kiss—soh | they come.
Save me from them, at any eost.”’

1 thought my ears would have aplit at
their dreadfal yells, for they wm:d now
u os, opening out to surrou us;
nmbnu the horses held bravely on,
I dreaded every instant, that sheer terror
would paralyzethem. It is scarcely pos-
sible to conceive the unutterable
that was encircling us both; young lovers
with besating bearts, forever, from that

in! with each other.

ing to leap into the alei
fired, miseed himl The nest mo-
ment his huge hulk came serambling over
the back; his paws were on me; bhis fiery
breath on my cheeks; and I expected, as I
murmared s short prayer, to feel the fangs
in my flsh. A

|@ash I & crash | & gush of blood—and the

creatare tombled backward, shot t!
the neck, to the "by my brave Lota!
Then I plied the and split skull
after skall, while the sleigh tore on;

g
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THE WREATH OF THE BRAVE.

BY JOBEPH RODMAN DRAKE.

When the bright star of peace from my comntry was clondsd,
Hope fondly presaged it woald soea re-appesr;

But will, dark in gioom the borison is dheonded,
And the beacon of war blazes dreadfuily near;

And fled are the charms which the heart once delighted;
Forgot the enjormeats trangaillity gave—

Evary flow’ret is witheted, esoh biossom is blighted,
Baut the wreath which encircles the brow of Lbe brave.

But sparned be the soul, to uoe lealing & straages,
That refuses to valor the meed it has won;
Tis & prize dearly earned smid peril and danger,
And shall bloom till eternity’s march is bagua.
Bs the sym ever hallowed for Freedom ceatending,
Where the star-adorned binners of Liberty wave;
For the Hosven-blest esuss which that arm i defending,
Makes snated the wreath which encircles the brave.

Thoogh delightfal that wresth to the votary of glery,
Who sears on the pinions of Vietory 1o fame;
Though each patriot’s bosom beats high at the story
That emblazoss with bonor America’s name;
Yet %is only in blood that the lsurel can Soarish;
"Tis Honor's red trophy, tis plocked from the grave;
And the tears of the widow and orpban mast nosrish
The wreath thst encircles the Lrow of the Lmve,

Yeu, blame not the bard that, with haman aversion,
He shuddering tams when the battle-storm lowers,
And exults that the aim of the patriot’s exertion,
Peaee, 1anctioned by Honor, ere long chall be ours.
Then the warrior shall sbeathe, with & smile of devetion,
His sword that he wielded his coantry to save,
And the wreaths they have won om the field und the scean,
immortal shall bloom on the brow of the brave.

Mr. Johnson and the Enemy.

Youn have probably heard of Mr. John-
son, but in case you should not remember
him, I take the liberty of informing -you
that be is at present a promising member
of a Pennsylvania Regiment, now station-
ed in Virginia. Mr. Johnson is evident-
ly a man of courage, and when in his
right mind, would think nothing of bag-
giog half a dozen masked batteries, and
capturing a few regiments of foes before
breakfast ; but his remarkable craving
for that which comes in & tumbler, and
a large spoon and a little sugar lend zest,
not nnfrequently causes him to bazard
mysterions exploits. Far be it from me
to say that Mr. Jobnson actuslly gets
drunk ; but I may ?{—lnd I say it
boldly —that when Mr. Johnson en-
deavors to balance himsell on one
beel, and winks profoundly at the
ends of his shoudler-bands, there is an
odor in his breath soggestive of tho late
Mr. Bacchus. Mr. Johnson is highly es-
teemed by the officers of his regiment, as
a man who could not see an elephant ap-
proaching, no matter how light the night
was ; consequently, he is especially selec-
ted when no one else will volunteer, and
the events I am aboat to relate took place
on one of these occasions.

Having regaled himself with about a
pint of brandy to counteract the night
air, and another pint to keep him from
eatching cold, Mr. Johnson took uvp his
sentry post one night last week, and
marched up and down his beat with such
deviations from a straight line as his in-
flamed fancy deemed graceful. Always
vigilant trooper. Mr. Johnson is pain-
fally watched when he is in eclipse. He
was passing the tent of a moldier named
Ayres, when the moonlight revealed to
him the form of an armed and equipped
soldier, moving along the side of said
tent. DIr. Jobnson paused ; so did the
stranger.

ho there ?"* demanded the as-
tonished Mr. Johnson.

“Ayre!” answered the stranger in a
bollow vioce.

*What are yoc doing, Ayre 1"

“Air,”” was the answer.

“Well you’ll get air enough in your
tent,” eaid Mr. Johnson, impatiently ;
“sa go in, or I'll fire.”

“Fire I" was the sepuchral answer.

Bang | wen:ﬁ;. Johnson's plece, the
ball passing throngh the strange
soldier, and clear through the tent, also.
Instantly the whole camp was in an up-
roar ; and poor Ayres, who had been
suddenly wakened from his sleep by a
ball whizzing scross his nose, darted
from his tent in s frightfal state of *“dis-
habille.”  The first object he saw waas Mr.
Johunson, who had ped his gun, and
was staring at the side of the teat with
all his might. Unmindfal of the alarm
he had created, and of the soldiers who
were hurrying past him to the intresch-
ments, he there staring like a statne.

+#*What in thonder sils_yoa, statry T’
asked Ayres, in no very good hamor

I shot clean throogh that man named
Ayres,” replied Joohson, not looking at
his questioner ; “‘and I'm blest if hesin’t

in’ there yet. And be’s just the
meanest coss that I ever see I

“What !”” ¢jaculated Ayres, savagely.

“Js that what ;on’n kicked op all this
‘Why, that's yoar own
shadow, yoa fool I" )

And so it was! Mr. Johnson had
shot his own shadow on Ayres” teat:
it was not until be had been in the

that ‘ere, there sin’s no feac of our
nin’ foul of Gibbet Islsad, -

Conduct of Great Men in an Emergncy
—The Last of the Saake-Head Re-

In Artemuos Ward’s classical story en-
titled **Woshy-Boshy, or the Prestidigi-
tating Squaw of the Snake-Hoads,” pub-
lished in Vanity Fair, we find the follow-
ing exquisite chapter, in which the char-
aoteristics of great men in times of great
public and personal peril, are depicted in
s u’l.lle that some of our cotemporaries
woald, in an emergency, term ** hic:"

It becamue daily more and mg.ctideat
that a battle was imminent. The Silver-
toes, having eaconntered several reverses,
were now nerving themselves for a grand
effort. They were coming with fire and
sword, aod that sort of thing.

Woshy-boshy knew this, and yet he
was calm. His check did not blanch.
He was even cheerful, and lsughed per-
hapa more beartily than ever over the
jokes and sparkling paragraphs in the
National Intelligencer. Yet the Spake-
heads did not question his ability to lead
them in this crisis. They well knew that
when aronsed he was as terrible as an ar-
my with banoers, or & speckled Jackass
while in the act of kicking over a peanat
stand.

He chawed more tobaceo, however,
than nsual.

One day he took a lsrge chaw, and
handing it to Boozy-woozy, he said :

“Will you sustain me 7

“I will,” replied the gentle savage, bi-
ting off a large piece.

*Take a ponnd of the best store to-
backer,”” ssid Woshy-boshy, “‘and soak
it in molasses and rom, and it makes as
good tobacker as I want to use—that is,
if it is chemically sxamined by Professor
Chilton, snd warranted to contain no del-
eterious substances.’’

Alfter enjoying themselves chawing to-
bacco for some time, they commenced
planning for the coming engagement.
“As we don’t wish to become idiots and

ibberers, with siraw inour hair, we won't
fookn those maps in the New York
Herald any more. Let us souse s tom
cat in a pan of ink, draw him across a
sheet of paper, and have a more intelligi-
ble map of our own.” 8o said Woshy-
boshy, and Boozy-woosy was agreeable
thereto.

Woshy-boshy had appointed the next
day for the foe to advance. The plans
xere all made. Already the Snakehead
troops were on their way to the feld,
three hundred masses and twenty-four
barrels of them having gone round by
Lake Superior, on board the steamer Iron
City, Captain Ed. [urner. Woshy-
boshy purposed going by way of Portland,
and had engaged passage on Maxfield’s

. It was an affecting scene, the par-
ting of Wosby-boshy and Boozy-woozy.
[The latter had conscientions scruples
about engaging in a war where they fired
real bullets, and hence he was to stay at
home.] They had koown each other
from childhood, and now they were about |
to part—perhaps forever. *“Do yon re-
member,” said Woshy-boshy, in a voice
trembling with emotion, “how we nuse|
to throw stones at an old blind man, and
scalp apple women in the halcyon days
of youth’s spring time? Innocent prat-
tlera! Them days is past] Do you re-
member, too, how in after years, as wo
were about blossoming into manhood, I
used to borrow money of yoa 1"

“] do,"” said Boozy-wooszy, tears stan-
ding in his eyes in chonks—*“I do, dis-
tinctually !

“Perhaps I shan't never borrow any
more muney of yoa no more I'* continned
the chief.

“You mske me miserable! Bee!
These tears are real, and those poignant
moans are nat’rel. Big thingI” BSo
spoke ~woozy.

*Here is my photograph. It is by one
of the Old Masters.” :

“Thank you—oh, thank youn!” ssid
Boozy-w : ']l wear it next my
heart,”” and be placed in bis left cost tail

ket.

Pof'lf I fall.,” said Woshy-boshy, elatch-
ing his friend by the collar—*if I'Tall,
promise me that you will break the news
geutly to my oreditors| P them
gradaally for the dreadfal shock.”

*Consider it already done I"" said Boo-

~wo0zy, ever anzious Lo sccommodate
:{ old sad tried friend.

“Qur (rievdehip reminds me of that of
Damon and Pythias,” said Woshy-boshy.

+] think mysell we are somewhat on
that lay,” replied his trusty friend.—
“But what are you putting that jank bot-
tle of peppermint in your pocket for 7"

*To have it in case of anemergency.”

“Ah, indeed | I remember Gen. Price
bad it pretty bad.”

“Hed what 7"

**The emergency.”’

“And do

ys ever coms back to us agsin 7"
“T'll bet the cofiee and

t | Aashy and

a #oft voice “will you not? Hush! If
I fall, ask her, Ob, why shoald the spirit
of mortals be proud ¥*

“I will interrogste that elderly female
upon that importaat matter, the moment
I hear you bave been scooped in I”*

* *Tis well,” said the chief. **and now
farewell ! I fain woald have thy blessing
:ﬁnmyhndmlgo;_ and if yoa can

0 lend me your umbrells; - I shall eev
tesm it a particular favor.” ; 1

They wept upon each other’s bosams.
They stood np to their waists in their own
sobs. The floor of the wigwam was lit-
erally a lake of tears, and the chairs and
table were (loating sround like sbips.
Their sighs were heard ten miles off.*

— %

Agreeably toex tion, the battle
carred the nyut dl;?cuWuhy-bmhy :: :
kicked in the stomach by an ambulancs
horse, and fatally wounded at the frst
fire. Previous to expiring, however, he
handed Nicholson a five-dollar bill to
give him a favorable notice in his report
of the battle, in the World, and requested
that Frank Wood should put him in bis
*Pulpit Pictures."”

The battle was a decisive one, not only
breaking the back but caving in the stom-
ach of the rebellion. The Bilvertoes nev-
er had any more tronble with the Bnake-
heads. Those savages, after considerable
rehearsing, learned to behave decently.
Reanited, the nstions became stronger
than ever, and marched on resistlessly to
grestness and grandeur.

Winona, the prestidigitating squaw of
the Snakeheads, married a young Bilver-
toe of rich but respectable parents, and has
lots of new dresses and things. She is
very happy.

Woshy-boshy's sons al' went to farm-
ing but one Minky-winky. 1o is attach-
ed to all the various circus companies
and appears as the North American sav-
sge of the [ar-western prairies. He con-
templates getting up an entirely new act,
which will involve the nse of banners.

Boozy-woozy left off being an Indian,
and assumed the duties of s chaplein on
board the steamer Western Metropolis,
and is now at work on a man named
Morris, with some hope of converting
bim, but not much.

Thus closes a romance which was writ-
ten with one arm tied behind me, and on-
der other equally advérse circomstances.
Gentle reader, however glad you may be
that it is done, you cannot be more so than
Iam. Hurrah! Embrace me!

* A positive fct

The Hot Bed of Chivalry.

The Northern man who has watched
the gradaal growth of the gandy Carolina
tigerility of mutiny, from the time it barst
out of the mud st Fort Sumter until it

| flowered at Ball Ran, and commenced fad-

ing at Port Royal, regards the entire ex-
hibition as decidedly of the exotic order.
Not seeing the necessity of Carolinn’s pay-
ing any mors attention to the subject, L
has proceeded to open the windows of the
hot bed, at Port Royal, and if needsbe,
musttear down the conservatory. It is
time that the uselul should be allowed to
enter the Palatinate,

It is time that the very name of Soath
Carolina shonld be destroyed —erased from
the map, and that of Columbis planted in
its place. Itis nnworthy of association
with the United States, for the first prin-
ciple of the Republic—equality—has nev-
er been known to, or consequently been
believed in, by sny of its leading mati-
neers. They remembered only that onm
the 1st day of March, 1699, Lord Craven,
Lord Ashley, Lord Comnbury, Lord
Berkeley, Sir Jobn Colleton, Sir George
Carteret, signed the Fondamental Consti-
tation of 120 articles, which Constitation
has expressed in the last article:

“Shall be and remain the sacred and
unalterable form snd rule of Government
in Carolina forever.”

Wefind in this Fundsmentsl Constita-
t

on—

“That s Palatine shoald be chosen ot
of the Proprietaries, who shall continue
daring life, and be sucoeeded by the eldest
of the other Proprietari

*There are to E three hereditary No-
blemen in every county, one called a
Landgrave, and two called Osssiques.
e e T

i or tbei i ernor
snd Commons, and should have t
five Landgraves sad iRy Cassiques to
make a Nobility.

“The Landgraves are to have foar Baro-
nies annexed to their dignities of 6,000
scres each Barony; and the Cassiques two
Barounies of 8, acres esch, and not to
be divided by sale of any snrt."

Palatins, I‘ldﬂl'., assigues, No-
bility with Baronies, Slaves, chivalric ad-
mirers of Rsttlesnakes, yellow-covered
Novels, Black Flags, Toornsments, the
melo-dramatic snd moek romaatio, the
ial, the mudsills of &

blic are up in their might; the invis-
ible hand of fate beckouns you sway, sssist-
ed by the points of many bayosets. Go !
— Philadelphia Evening Bullatia.




